STORIES   REVIVED

well as ghostly, is lurking somewhere beyond
the boy's contracted vision, while he hangs
over the dim loop of the staircase. Those
two words 'white' and 'furious5 have accom-
plished their purpose: we know that Jacobs,
humming his 'flippant melody through his
teeth', will play a sinister part in whatever is
to happen. 'The man hummed it in content-
ment, superciliously, ironically, in greasy
good humour: he would hum it in his coffin
perhaps.'

Very gradually suspense deepens till it is
scarcely distinguishable from fear. Our nerves
respond with the nerves of this skinny, sallow,
and not particularly innocent adventurer, as, in
his loosely-flapping nightshirt, he descends the
stairs and steals along the narrow draughty
passage, pausing, listening again, hearing now
the pounding of his own heart that is beating
with an ecstasy of mingled excitement and
terror. We are absorbed into his consciousness,
start with his every start, what thrills him thrills
us, what happens in the story really happens,
is tested by all our senses.

This boy is real, the author knows him as
he knows his own mind, and he has given him
his own Scots-French blood. We can see him,
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